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they would have liked to, and when the husband was
down with the 'flu or the wife was having another baby
it was so bad that life hardly seemed worth living. And
now they may be able to have a place of their own, a
lovely place with a proper sink and a sort of bath in
the kitchen, if it will only run to it. So they go and
look over those new houses, seeing them as a kind of
signpost pointing to a sunlit main road of life; while
the rest of us, fortunate or cunning enough to have in-
stalled ourselves snugly and picturesquely, hurry past
the ugly little brick boxes to ask the Vicar's wife or
Major Brown if it really is not too bad and if some-
thing cannot be done about it.

Even a local builder, you will notice, can suddenly
turn our minds into a battlefield, where a desire for
beauty wars with our common human sympathy. A
few more of these houses and this place will no longer
charm the eye; a great many more of them and it will
be hideous; but on the other hand a number of people
will have the chance at last of living decently and in
comfort. The thorough-going aesthete, who admits to
caring for nothing but his own exquisite sensations,
would have the landscape unspoilt though the re-
maining cottages should be crammed with wretched
fellow-creatures. The rest of us, not being made of
such hard glittering stuff, cannot help feeling that
people should come first, that their chunks of happi-
ness or misery are more important than certain deli-
cate satisfactions of our own; and it seems to us that
the other way of thinking is like refusing to save a